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“So what’s Kerouac? ‘Kern’ being Cairn, and ‘uak’ 
language of; then, Ker, house, ouac, language of THIS 


IS THE LANGUAGE OF THE HOUSE SPEAKING 
TO YOU IN PURE SEAMAN TONES.” 
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ON THE ROAD 


“and queer saint. / with an elbow out, / marry i 

a rich man. / she slept in my lap. / a ’49 Hudson / 

“wishing I were a Negro, / gook-eyed / (Cough- 
cough.) / ‘y’know — gurls gurls gurls.’ / up-to- 

“midcourt-bounce-fake-set-shot, swish,’ / We were 
fumingly drunk. / yakking like maniacs. / Whoop, 

“whoop, / tortillas, beans, tacos, whatnot. / wives * 

and woes. / moony / one unbelievable huge bulge” 




* 
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ON THE ROAD [2] 


“dark. Denver, Denver. / Marx’s papier-mache / 
must cut down on the cost of living / brokendown / 

“for the dollar, / ‘See? See? See?’ / a sad red / & NO 
freight trains / a Coca-Cola / I everything / 

“years and y-e-a-r-s / pious frenzy. / — anonymity 
in the world of men / his smile? / the book I had 

“finished, / to complain: God knew / a broadgash 
mouth, / upgoing America Ford, / all that road going, all” 
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VISIONS OF CODY 


“Everything belongs to me because I am poor. / my 
siphon and mouth-suck / you writing your next sentence, / 

“Christ yes / you’re goofed. / all hot nuts / straight 
Ben-ze-drine / ( incoherent ) / all fag joint — / he was 

“an African primitive dancer, / things like homosexual, 
or dopefiend, or dope pusher, or mugger, of even Communist / 

“just-enough-light illuminating / Cockmaster / (oh um) / 
or X’s for their eyes. / in the early morning d-a-w-n,” 


VISIONS OF CODY [2] 


“ STEAKS , / Jack L. Duluoz. I / Yeah man — / ( after 
hubbub ) / System up / that turrible dress / don’t you know 

“I’m serious? / of shuffling and shuttlin wives, / a Technicolor 
picnic / bone’s connected to the, God bone, God bone's / 

“ — a / Motherfucka, fuck-a / you’re a pickpocket. / 

whimper and coo / become a basketball star simultaneously / 

“in Golgotha, / you fuck you, / Truer words / become a 
GOOF, / 

‘Oooh daddy, I dig / Between her Thighs, / goop the loop. ’ 
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DR. SAX 


‘ .. .1 am the pudding, / light his butt — / squeezes his balls / 
(on the girl side) / before I began to distinguish between 

“sexes — / I’m drawing crude swastikas / — like a Madonna 
and son / thereby killing two birds w.o.s. / of marijuana- 

“sheeshkabob cigarettes / Mwee hee hee ha ha, / the wulp- 
hole / the bluggywuggies waving antennae / Whirl bones 

“rattled / dancing like spermatazoa / the sun is too mad,” 
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DR. SAX [2] 


“an alchemic-almost poison art / ‘Drat it!’ / tap-tap-tap / 
orangebrick smokestack / ROTTING SATIN. / post or 

“posture death-like / says Hamlet / ‘look — out — 1-o-o-k- 
o-u-t no — NOPE! / The very skeletal / a orror of onion — / 

“in his House of Death. / kidcrap / He he he he! / on the 
edge ledge. / dirtybook hookey / woo poor billywoo / 

“the Catholic altar, where — where — / ‘ Shaclclapf / the poor’ 
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MAGGIE CASSADY 

lips blister, bleed, chap — / poor gold / youngjoy 

days / guiltish / the goodlooking hoodlum / < 

“aweing and ooing my measures to the brain. / 
harp’ll blow blah blah over Lowell. / dirtstreet / 

“the earthly blue / plus in-laws / but for expression, 
sproosh. / to the spring prom. / genius-knobbed 

“hero / redbrick hotels of midtown / sharp 

heelclacks, / paranoiac / nascent poofs of puffs / , 

“(I had no white pants) — / Snowily they swam” 
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MAGGIE CASSADY [2] 


“little fizzle giggle / drowning lips, devourous 
lips; / going to be sexy secretaries, / I pondered 

“a problem. / the tragic-flowing / lover, raper, owner, / 
sneaker-upper, sleeper-with, / think me a cheapskate / 

“Like Faust. / the Fellaheen Negro face / like a 
funhouse barrel / zeet? / — Hee hee — / I bit 

“my lips. . .proud. / Tolstoyan hurrahs and huzzahs / titty- 
lips, / Heaven blazing / God’d dropped you / incarnation 

“of the American Super Dream / (no signature).” 
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THE SUBTERRANEANS 


“I am crudely malely sexual / now I erect big 

word constructions / the innermosts, / statement, i 

he-um , / the big bawl mawk crackfaced / 
flipped on benny in 1945 / squawk, lawk, 

“1 e e k, / microcosmed and pointed in and maled 
into: orgasm — / makes the madwoman face / 

“like small magazine poetry / onelove, / the little 

unshaven uglies / ‘are-you-a-fag’ / this is it — ploop.” - 
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THE SUBTERRANEANS [2] 


“a big sexball / — hipsters of America / boulevarded, / 
old-world sissified pantalooned / wandered 

“hosannahing / state of WELL-BEING — . / brain me) / 
the little white fag) / black-in-th e-mist Wildamerica / 

“a young poet, 22, / bop and also bop / a O H YOU 
and I / all of it is poetry, / in fact by God queer / 

“far off, wow — / (an Adamism). / so weird and ever 
weirder / a phosphorescent purple / a Yugoslavian knife,” 
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TRISTESSA 


“ripples of pear shape her skin / Money’s moany. / 
like apparitions of poverty — / a skinny little skeleton / 

“criminal, criminal in heaven. / I have no language / 
mine, mine, / silly ascetic or celibacious notion / 

“and say ‘ Non non non non / the baggy-trousered 
gringo jerk / just one sex / boasting on clouds, gods — ” 
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TRISTESSA [2] 


“the golden humans above / humanbeings sow / 
born to die, BORN TO DIE / yickface — / the 

“deberratarra-rabaratarara / they don’t at 2 A M 
anymore / like a protest, / she longs to be in a 

“monastery. / — (to prove I’m philosophical / pious / 
I see blood / I love unlovable / I’m so smart.” 
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VISIONS OF GERARD 

“porch-ceiling-light-globe / and drop turds / 
and mop up sick yards and sad — / to invent 

“in hell / bile’d turned him / you swish and 
swash in it / The Lord is no -body — / sad 

“horizon hush / that forgotten alley of the world / 
full of sow-y glee; / all piles of you-know- 

“what? / ‘ska ta la pa ta wa ya’ / that curly hair, 
yass. / and chup chup jowls — / woe-bo blackclouds” 




20 


VISIONS OF GERARD [2] 


“and hushsilence fills ears / he’ll go to heaven, 
that’s what; / they didnt remember 6X7,/ 

“divinity divinity, holiness holiness, / it’s a mind 
movie, believe / — Nin gets a pickaninny doll, / 

“ — Whole rant-sentences / go tor booze -and-beans — / 
man of a long life (60) / nickelodeons and made googoo 

“eyes / goopy poor figures / I’ve had of me glooping, / 
understand that I am God — that’ it’s all God — Urinating,” 
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DESOLATION ANGELS 


“Hozomeen, Hozomeen, most beautiful / the First-class 
Zipper freight train, zooam, zom, / — I see myself / 

“there is no Buddha, / bling black black black black / 

I was being punished by little humble martyrs — / Ah 

“all the rivers of America / no — Eternity! / the weary 
Cross living with me ? — / This doesn’t prevent the 

“nonhomosexual writer from being a writer / Is God 
everything! / give the world to Mao Tse-tung. / 

“(Corinthians 8:10): ‘ Therefore I write these things' / 
Happy priests who play basketball / or dug ditches 

“for the W.P.A. — / Our ‘junk’ / ‘He’s a Buddhist f” 
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DESOLATION ANGELS [2] 


“America is too vast / and be-pissed / people spilling 
soup — / like an orgasm / — the wick wicky wick / 

“WHO WRITES WRONG / of redheads dear God / 
(atoms) / — ugh, oy — / cyst-and-vulva chamber, / 

“yelling bum at the urinal — / And lo! / always been 
Whitman-like, nursing, / ‘WORDS!!!’ / 1 believe him, / 

“(doomed to be shot) / my nonpolitical intelligence / 
slightly effete hipster poet now / — And I sleep with my 

“cross. / their horror & abomination — / in self 
eradicating ink / It’s like war. / something old in mankind, / 

‘“C a — r i s t! / the first great woman writer of the world,” 
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THE DHARMA BUMS 


“The little Saint Teresa bum / hopping freights or hitchhiking 
or hiking / in a mood of marvel, / you could smell woodsmoke 

“and smoke / with a fellow Bodhisattva, / everything was 
just like jazz: / go about writing poems / little breastpocket 

“notebooks. / . . .boo hoo. . . I love you. . . / ‘I’m gonna die!’ / 
a great splowm / a great Shhhh / philosophy’s dreadful 
murderer, 

“Buddha. / ‘Can I show up nekkid?’ / the old Casey Jones 
locomotive of America, / I wrote, ‘Oh I’m happy!’” 
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THE DHARMA BUMS [2] 


“a Paisley pillow / told her to take her clothes off, / to-me- 
incomprehensible / Paul Bunyan and Kropotkin; / Ecstasy, 

“even, I felt, / his coming Buddhahood. / of the English 
Department / Hot, very hot, bamboo / ballsucker!’ / 

“the world was real / from Paterson New Jersey / no bhikku 
slept / Zoom, / a nap under the eucalyptus / we’ll poetize 

“the lot / while pooking about / the Okie bum and I / wild 
and lyrical / the sucker says / Han Shan’s hardihood.” 
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LONESOME TRAVELER 

“‘yhOOOOOOOOOO!’ / when I wanted to go 
to the john / O his mother was dead / the essential 

“American / lastquick slug of coffee / — ZONKed! / 
20 years on the rr / big grimy paw / ‘Senevabitch’ / 

“out like blob / Monk cogitates / clonk, / My buddy 
poet / a full rucksack loaded / Z,ord? — a hoop / God’s ’ 
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LONESOME TRAVELER [2] 


“ — now shmuz, SHmazaa zzz, / ‘Kerouac is a victim, / 
and their endless laws against I Kill the Fox, the Pig 

“and the Pox. / times X times X times all dead bum / 
clackity clicks / balboa amerikay, / Jack Kerouac in 1983? / 

“Apocalypse, oh yeah / of the sweethearts of Africa, / 

That capitalist scum American / solitaire , / footwalking” 
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BIG SUR 


“so I blow $8 / I am affrayed in the old Edmund Spenser 
sense / and happy as a millionaire — / ‘ — Your old Mom 

“XXX XXX.’ / the big sex heroes of our generation, / 
what a big poet I am — / man-against-man or sinister / 

“the willies as we walk / the Joycean waves / Ophelialike 
in bare feet / it’s the brainwash drug, / — They’re so human!- 
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BIG SUR [2] 


“agh, HOO HOO / children, children, millions of children, / 
his Hi Fi speaker / I instantly realize it IS Him, Jesus, / 

“ME: / \s crying — / I got a NEW JOB!! / my dirty old 
soul / big raunchy mad thicklipped / in red sundown me / 

“the muscular gum of sex is such a bore, / it’s dummier and 
dimmer / our Dharmabumming / my nerves 00 ouch,” 
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SATORI IN PARIS 


“in effect, a satorv. / (Old hoodlum!) / on a larky 
kick? Na. / no one else has a right to live / 

“there were only manuscripts / ‘I’m Catholic too.’ / 
WHAT’S-THE-USE / ‘A a a a a a h’ / the novelist’s eyes. / 

“I invented just for fun in my writerly youth / 

from the wrong mouths in America. / bang!, / ZAM!” 
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SATORI IN PARIS [2] 


“or hungover or insane. / jots and tittles. / The 
Etruscan was a pederast. / dingblast it. / a map from the 

“C.I.A. / bread and gobs / a “Jesus Christ shot” / 

— I’d a Eunuch been, / — You say I’m a snob? — / 

“how wildhaired I am / farcing / Maybe he’s a cop / 
(OPEN UP DAMN YOU!!) / as “Proletariat,” and not now” 
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VANITY OF DULUOZ 


“that grave is hullaballoo boomboom horseshit. / 

I had pimples too, tho. / the old whango bango, / 

“a friggin other. / on damp days. Phooey. / gas 
pump to pump gas / toot toot, whoo whoo, 

“yippeeeeeee, / tried to make a Communist out of 
me. / very muscles of my buttocks / I mean for real, / 

“is a crock as literature / mind ya, READING. . . / 

‘to write, you look constipated.’ / So, books 

“everywhere, / ‘if you get LITERARY!’ / 

‘Blood’ writ in blood. / and tourniqueted more blood 

“out / I wrote the book, / whooped, hallelujah’d,” 
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VANITY OF DULUOZ [2] 


‘“You are not Jack Kerouac.’ / you’re on the Bullshivitsky 
side.) / a 0-0 tie / thissa and rhatta / phallic reference 

“common among kids, / or jack off, / fiddling around 
with sulfur and molasses, / by God and b’Jesus / 

‘“Is that a sign of bad blood?’ / Slaves indeed, / ... 

Kill me!. ..Crucify me!. ..Go ahead, / what a professional 

“Communist agitator talks like. / EXTRACT FROM 
OFFICIAL LOG. / Farty Fartington or whoever / 

“No pea cap even. / ...ZZZZZ. / awesome big 500-pound 
bombs / that’s no Cambridge lie. / red beard / 

“I’m going to buy a rich man’s son a drink.’ / I’ll burn” 
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The Duluoz Legend is comprised of typographical 
anomalies, yawps, unconventional spellings, and other 
oddities lifted from the novels of Jack Kerouac in an 
effort to salvage and [re-] politicize the often critically 
derided oeuvre of the author. This, in effect, is an edit. 
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